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Hear Straight Arrow Coast-to-Coast on the Mutual Network! 



anc 



ywN„ 




No. 3 



flBfcfr***^ 




J^i 




W 



9, 



tea 



Hv 



»* 



*to& 





3*¥*^ 




■ 












sw 



0- 

lA 



IRPTflin FUTURE -mun if Innnrrnui 



^ 



CASH 

PRIZES 

\ GIVEN 



DOHTVARE 

' «.S5 THE ■irSA^CT 
STDOY OF... 





vtiL 






m^- 




YWKf*L 


■ f^^ \ 




iLSv*- 




B , jfl 


ifeft 


\ > 


^^^msmmm 




i ^ 






\ ». V 


- Y : ^-M 


■.' - ■■■■ 



POINTS OF A HORSE Cattle, Sheep, Deer, or any other grazing animal. 

Face -n Forehead 

w 



Muzzle 



Upper Lip 
Lower. Lip 



Upper Throat 
Cannon 



Withers 




Most of the points 
shown here apply 
to your dog or cat. 



Straight Arrow suggests that 
you learn them as they will 
be useful throughout 
your life. 



Long 

Tails 

NOTICEABLE 

CHARACTERISTICS 

OF INDIANS HORSES 



Broad 

Croups 

and 

Quarters 



Broad 

Heels 




Thick 
Strong 
Necks 

Broad Between 
Ears and Eyes 

Thick 
Hair on 
Fetlocks 



Barrels 
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IHE GAPING JAWS AND FEAR50ME 
CLAWS OF A GIGANTIC GRIZZLY 
WROUGHT HAVOC IN THE LOS 
METALES MINING CAMPS! 
THEN, WHEN STEVE ADAMS 
AND PACKY FOUND THEM- 
SELVES FACING A CHARGE 
OF MURDER AND ROBBERY, 
THE MIGHTY FIGURE OF 
STRAIGHT ARROW 
TOOK THE TRAIL- ~ 

ON THE STRANGE r 

CASE OF 



22C?\ 






Not far from the dry diggings on 
the fork of the american river in 
california, miner homer burke 
screamed in panic as he stumbled 



ACROSS A CAVE... 



*M 



\ 




my 

FELL -AND 
THE SHOCK 

JARRED 

IT OFF 
G- GOSH I 
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HOMER BURKE FOLLOWED THE 
SOLD STRIKES FROM BEAR 
CREEK TO ALDER GULCH, FROM 
HELENA TO V/RGMA CITY. AND 
WHERE HOMER BURKE WENT, 
ALSO WENT A GROWING BEAR... 




«♦.« 



AS THE YEARS PASS, HOMER BURKE BECOMES 
MOROSE AND BITTER. SULLENLY HE STARES INTO 
HIS CAMPFIRES, BROODING... 




ONE AFTERNOON, IN THE LOS 
METALES MINING REGION... 



NICE WORK, BUSTER! YUH TOOK 
CARE OF THAT MINER JUST FINE. 
NOW I'LL GRAB HIS GOLD BAGS 
WITHOUT 5TEPPIN' FROM THE CREEK 
SO'S r WONT LEAVE NO FOOT- 
PRINTS.' 





POBBERY AFTER ROBBERY OCCURS ALONG THE LONELY 
OUTPOSTS ABOVE LOS METALES. MINERS LOOK UPON 
ONE ANOTHER WITH SUSPICION. AND THEN ONE DAY, 
RIDING INTO TOWN. ..STEVE ADAMS AND PACKYL.. ^ 



GIVES ME THE 
CREEPS, STEVE. 
THE WAV THEM 
FELLERS LOOK AT 
■ US! 




/^VE5, PACKY, ALMOST 
I AS IF THEY WERE 
V^ AFRAID.. ' 




At the local jail house... 



dogsone lucky fer you 
h0mbre5 that cooler 
heads voted feb legal 
methods. yuh'll stay in 

JAIL AN' 
WAIT W TRIAL? FER 

TRIAL! M WHAT? 
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A SHORT DISTANCE 
FROM THE BROKEN 
BOW RANCH LIES 
SUNDOWN VALLEY, A 
HIDDEN CAVE. ANO 
IN THE CAVE STAND5 
A GREAT GOLDEN 
STALLION ... AND ON 
THE WALLS HANGS 
COMANCHE 
GARB .' 



Out of the vast vaulted cave bursts the 
grim figure of the redman. 1 the mighty 
palomino is eager to run, and the 
comanche chieftain gives him his head- 





MEANWHILE, FIGURING THAT HIS 
TRICK HAS TURNED SUSPICIONS 
FROM HIM, HOMER BURKE PLANS 
FOR ONE LAST COUP... 

f THERE'S ONE MORS JOB FOR 
yUH, BUSTER. THREE HOMBRES 
UP IN THE| HO0SACK5 HAVE STRUCK 
IT RICH. THEY'LL BE 
COMING INTO TOWN , 
ANY DAY NOW... A. JL JL 




KEEN EVES FIXED ON THE 
FOREST TRAILS, STRAIGHT 
ARROW RIDES ON STEADILY... 

/'"it WILL NOT BE EASY. BIG 
/ HORSE. THERE ARE MANY 

GRIZZLIE5 IN THESE MOUN- 
\ TAINS 1 BUT I HAVE A PLAN! 
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Unaware that black, beadv 

EYES ARE FASTENED HUNGRlLy 
UPON HIM, STRAIGHT ARROW \ 
AGAIN FILLS THE POT WITH ' 
HONEY-.. 








THE KILLER ""■ 
RUSHES IN 
W'TH A YICIQU9 
LOW ATTACK... J 
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SO! THE BE A3 DOBS 
HAVE A MASTER! 
AND BESIDE 
THE MASTER 

— SACKS OF 

STOLEN gold; 
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Though his hands are Busy, stevf adams' 

EVES ABE ALERT. HIS GUNHAND DROPS AND 

LIFTS. 



HE SURE SPOOKBC 
US, ALL RIGHT. WHAT 
WE DO NOW ? 




WE AIN'T THROUGH \ 
YET. IF HE'S~RIDIN' TO ' 
TOWN — 50 ARB WEI 
.. LET'S GO 





THUNDERATION 


,V0NCE IT WORKED, 


STEVE.' VUH 


PACKY BUT THOSE 


WAS LIKE A 


HCMBRES COULD 


DOGGONE CAT- 


/ GUN ME DOWN 


AMOUNT.' T < 


' FROM AMBUSH 


NEVER DID 


\ -AND- THEY 


SEE ANYTHING 


1 WILL. I'M RIDING 


LIKE THETi , 


(> TO SUNDOWN 




valley; STEVE 




ADAMS' HANDS ARE 




TIED- BUT STRAIGHT 


fS 


ARROWS AREN'T.' 


i 
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In sundown valley is a secret 
cavern, its walls glittering 
with golden crystals.' stamp- 
ing in the golden, light is a 

MIGHTY 




In A FEW MOMENTS, ST£V£ ADAMS, 

RANCHER, IS GONE AND IN H/S PLACE, 

WEARING THE COMANCHE WAR RAINT AMP 
GARB, HOLDING THE GREAT SOW '$'.;. 

5^_^_ ^^ STRAIGHT ARQOW/ 
.KANBEWAHJ 

► Fuay- 

KANBEWAH/ 





vera 
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With Indian wisdom that can #exd a stogy /n a 
cwshed plant and a 8qokbn tw/g, the (?/?£at cvmanchs 
wa/?/?/c# tpots swiftly away fffom the cab/n... 
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LlKE A THUNDERBOLT, THE MIGHTY 
GOLDEN STALLION FLASHES DOWN 
THE ROLLINS RIDGES, PASTA FLOWING 
CREEK, ALONG A FLAT STRETCH OF 
SAGELAND. AND ALWAYS THE KEEN 
EYES OF STRAIGHT ARROW STUDY 
THE FAINT TRAIL OF HOOFPRINTS ... 

'HE CANNOT BE FArN 
AHEAD. HIS TRAIL I 

IS VERY fresh; / 




f OH -OH— THOSE THREE ^ "N. 
/ AOAIN.I r'M TOO FAR TO STOP I 
VTHE DOCTOR FROM BEING HIT- J 
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IS THE COMANCHE CHIEFTAIN HURTLES INTO 
THE TWO SUN-SLICKS, THE THIRD MAN CALLS 
OUT BROKENLY, IN A 

SHOCKED 
VOICE.. 




SHE HAS PNEUMONIA, 
I BELIEVE. THAT'S 
WHY JHE DOCTOR 
HERE IS NEEDED; 



I'M ED HASKELL, MARY'S 
BROTHER! RECKON I'VE 
ALWAYS BEEN KIND OP 
WILD. I THREW IN WITH 
THESE HOMBRE5 FROM 
THE TETON COUNTRY 
WITH AN IDEA TO GET 
RICH QUICK. TAKE 
THE DOC TO HER, 
REDMAN. I'M ON 
YOUR SIDE now; 




An HOUR LATER, AT THE HASKELL 
RANCH, AFTER YOUNG DOCTOR 
SULLIVAN HAS PRESCRIBED FOR 
MARY HASKELL... 




HE SAW THE DOC WITH 
GOLD NUGGETS. THE DOC 
GOT THEM FROM SOME * 
FRIENDLY INDIANS BACK IN 
THE HILLS. WE WANTED TO 
KNOW WHERE THE INDIANS 
GOT THE NUGGETS. WE 
AIMED TO FRAME THE DOC 
INTO TELLINI' US, SY HAVIN 
PHELPS HIDE OUT AND 
PRETEND TO BE DEA 







SyrM 








I'M GOINS TO 
PAY FOR WHAT 
I'VE DONE. I'VE 
LEARNED 
THERE'S NO 
EASY WAY TO 
GET RICH... 
WITHOUT HURTING 
THOSE YOU LOVE.' 



YOU ARE RIGHT. 

PERHAPS NOW , 

WITH THAT J 

KNOWLEDGE / 

YOU WILL 4. 

DEVELOP ^ 

INTO A GOOD, 

DECENT 

MAN 
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HalF'DEAO... FROZEN BY THE COLO SPRING WATERS 
FLOWING FROM THE SHOWY MOUNTAINS INTO THE 
RIVER. .. REP HAWK DRAGS HIMSELF ONTO A ROCK.. 





AN INDIAN ON FOOT CAN OO WHERE AN INDIAN ON 
HORSEBACK CANNOT. SOMEWHAT LATER, RED HAWK 
STAGES FROM A HEIGHT OF ROCK ACROSS THE 
FLAT PRAIRIE. FAR IN THE DISTANCE HE SEES 
THE OUST CLOUDS OF THE STOLEN PONIES.. . 



Little things -a rawhide thong, a bead from 
a moccasin, a strand of his hair - things 
that can tell a story to the oncoming 
cheyennes —dhcp from young red hawks hand... 





Wfflpi^m 



WL 




or A 
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AS REO HAWK CREEPS CLOSER AW 
CLOSER TO THE VERY RIM OF THE 
STONE LEDGE THE ROOTS Or TWO 
TREES STRAIN AND CRACK UNDER 
HIS WEIGHT... 



MS STONE BALCONY SAOS SUDDEN- 
LY! ONLY A DESPERATE CLAWING 
AT THE ROCK ITSELF SAVES YOUNG 
RED HAWK FROM PLUNGING OVER-! 



50! THE STONE LEDGE IS SO PERFECTLY 
BALANCED THAT EVEN MY WEIGHT AL- 
MOST CAUSED IT TO PALL! HA! IF 

THE SPIRITS OF THE WILDS ARE WITH 
ME -PERHAPS THE SIOUX WILL RUE 

THE DAY THEY STOLE OUR PONIES.' 




ALL NIGHT, RED HAWK WORKS ON THE GREEN RAWHIDE. 
TOWABP DAWN, HE MOVES GHOSTLIKE TOWARD THE 
BROWSING PONY "EROS OF the S'OUX— 




AND THEN, OUT OF THE GROWING MORNING UGHT- 
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ALL OAV, UNDER THE HOT SUN THAT 
BAKES HIM AS IT WOULD A LOAF OF 
COM BREAD, RED HAWK SUFFERS THE 
TAUNTS AND WSSILES OF THE MED- 
ICINE MEN AND SQUAWS— V 




Faintly, to red hawks ears, there 
comes a sound. then, for the 
first time, he op ens his lip s. 

heap ye, people op the siouv! 
lift up youp. eye5i see what 
the med/cine op a cheyenne 
can do! flee, people of the 
sioux; flee for youp lives.'.. 





Sm $ =r=4**=l~G=H=T-=A=R-=R~Q= W «P- - 




^A<£> £V«>, ABOVS THE THUNDER OF RUIN THAT DE- 
SCENDS FROM THE SKY, THE TAUNTING, MOCKING VOICE 
OF RED HAWK 



IS HEARD! 



r run, cowardly sioux! run for your 
/ lives; flee, dogs.' flee, coyotes; 



Aa/P THEN... (TUB CHEYENNE! 
THE CHeYBNNE! 




TUBS WEAPONS BURIED UNDER 
TONS OF ROCK, THE SIOUX RENE- 
UAPES CAN ONLY RUN! 



WHEN THE RAWHIDE SHRANK, 
WAS LIKE MANY MEN PULL 
UP THE trees; THE ROOTS -^ 
BROKE, ONE BY One; WITHOUT > 
THE ROOTS, THE STONE LEDSE 
HAD TO FALL -AND FALL IT DID, 
RIGHT ON THE VILLAGE OF _/ 





DEERHORN came out of the buffalo 
hide tepee into the vanishing mists of 
the early morning. The bone breastplates on 
his chest jingled rhythmically as he stared 
at the rising sun. All around the young 
Cheyenne warrior, the camp was beginning 
to stir. Fires under copper kettles were 
poked into new life. Women hurried past 
with food. Deerhorn turned and sought out 
Red Kettle's tepee with his eyes. Red Kettle 
was his enemy: a dangerous enemy to have, 
Deerhorn knew, for Red Kettle was the 
medicine-man of the Cheyennes. Last night, 
at the feast, Red Kettle had told the camp 
that Deerhorn would be dead within the next 
two days! 

A bitter smile twisted the warrior's lips. 
He fears and hates me, he thought, because 
I am rich and a good fighter. Red Kettle has 
a few ponies, but he never fights.' Deerhorn 
knew that Red Kettle wanted his fleet apa- 
loosa pony, Flame; he knew too, that the 
medicine-man would go to any lengths to 
get him. Flame was the fastest horse in all 
the tribe. 

Slowly, with easy grace, Deerhorn moved 
between the lodges of his people, toward the 
white-and-black painted tepee of Dog Killer, 
his chief. 

Through the morning mists he came to 
Dog Killer's lodge. The chief turned at his 
approach. He was a tall man, lean and hard. 
Deerhorn had ridden at his shoulder many 
times in the attacks on the Crows and the 
Arapahoes. Now, however, there was no de- 
light in Dog Killer's black eyes. He merely 
grunted at Deerhorn's approach, and turned 
back to watch the woman pounding corn in 
the big wooden mortar. 

Deerhorn swallowed his pride ; said slowly, 
"I have come about the Crow thieves. For , 
two moons now, they have raided our horse 
herds. Only two nights ago, they ran off 
with ten of our fleetest ponies." 

Dog Killer shrugged. "You listened to Red 
Kettle's words' last night. No one is to leave 
the village, until he makes more medicine." 

Deerhorn gestured impatiently, growling. 
"Red Kettle ! What knows he of war-parties? 
His face has never been blackened by war 
paint! His hands know nothing of the grip 
of a twanging bow, or the feel of a warclub 
in his hand!" 

Dog Killer grunted. "Red Kettle says you 
will die in two days. Return to your tepee. 
Make your prayers to the spirits of the flow- 



ing waters to grant you an easy journey into 
the never-never land." 

Deerhorn's lips tightened as a slow, flood- 
ing fury shook his big frame visibly. "Red 
Kettle is a fool!" he shouted. 

A voice, almost at his elbow, spoke harshly. 
"Who is this that speaks such words of Red 
Kettle, the medicine-man? Ohhh! It is Deer- 
horn. I will pay your words no attention. You 
are almost a dead man . . . and, too, you have 
lost your sacred medicine-bag! Lost the 
power that the bag gave you. You die, as I 
have said!" 

Deerhorn started. How did Red Kettle 
know of his lost warbag, in which he kept 
the living fire? For it was lost. He had lost 
it at Pawnee Fork, where with three of his 
fellow Cheyennes, he had stood off an attack 
by twelve Crow horse thieves. They had 
driven off the thieves, but somewhere along 
the Pawnee Fork river, his deerskin medi- 
cine bag, ornamented with the white-and- 
purple porcupine quills, had been lost. 

He had received the medicine bag from 
a Nez Perce, whose life he had saved in the 
snow-filled ridges of the Bannack Mountains. 
The Nez Perce Indian who had given him 
the medicine-bag had whispered to him of its 
secret, with a little chuckle. Ever since, Deer- 
horn had let drop sly hints to Red Kettle 
about the strange medicine that his warbag 
contained. The beady black eyes of Red 
Kettle had always lighted greedily and en- 
viously when Deerhorn talked of that bag. 

Now Deerhorn had lost his medicine bag. 
With its loss went his good fortune, both 
in war and in the chase. 

Red Kettle sneered, "When you lost the 
elkskin bag, you. lost your life!" 

All that day, Deerhorn brooded angrily. 
Restlessly, he stalked the camp. Always his 
bright, dark eyes started out over the vast 
dun prairies. Inside him, his spirit hungered 
for the cool breezes on his bronzed cheeks, 
for the feel of a running horse under him, 
for the sound of a buffalo-hide war-shield 
banging against his back. And all these 
things had been forbidden him by Red 
Kettle. Idly, he wondered in what form death 
would come. For he knew, deep down within 
him, that Red Kettle would find some way 
to kill him. 

For Red Kettle hungered after things, too. 
But not for the medicine-man was the flash 
of the warclub in the air. Not for him were 
the pounding hoofs of a painted and feather- 
hung war pony. Instead, he wanted money — 
the money that many ponies in his personal 
herd meant. Deerhorn had many buffalo-hide 
shields, many war arrows. He owned a bow 
of horn. When he rode, his feathered coup- 
stick made a flash of white-and-scarlet in the 
sunlight. And of all the Cheyenne herds that 
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grazed on the rich grass of the river bottom, 
no man, excepting only Dog Killer himself, 
owned so many fleet ponies as Deerhorn. 
When Deerhorn died, Red Kettle would find 
a way to make all these things — his own. 

Night settled down on the Cheyenne camp. 
The moon rose high above the tepee lodge- 
poles, and still Deerhorn walked, restlessly, 
hungrily, with legs slightly bent, after the 
manner of the hunting panther. 

It was at the fourth hour after moonrise 
that he saw the blanketed form of an Indian 
near the thunderbird-decorated tepee of Red 
Kettle. Clear in the moonlight, for an instant, 
Deerhorn saw the stiffly erect forelock on 
his head. Only a Crow wore his hair like 
that! 

With a soft cry on his lips, Deerhorn 
leaped. His hand came down on the other's 
shoulder, swung the Crow around. His right 
hand dropped to his belt, closed on the elk- 
horn handle of his hunting knife. With a 
flash of steel, the knife jumped clear of its 
sheath. 

The Crow grunted as he felt the sharp tip 
of the knife on his throat. 

"Crow thief!" whispered Deerhorn. "What 
want you in the camp of the Cheyennes? We 
keep no ponies in our lodges!" 

The Crow shrugged and was silent. With a 
growl. Deerhorn whirled him around and 
shoved him in the direction of Dog Killer's 
tepee. As the Crow walked, some ornament 
he carried made a clinking noise. Deerhorn 
frowned, puzzled. 

Dog Killer stepped from his tepee into 
the moonlight, eyes wide at sight of the 
blanket-swathed Crow. He sent a swift run- 
ner to the tepee of Red Kettle, who came 
hurrying at this urgent call, wrapped in his 
blanket. 

When Red Kettle was with them, Deer- 
horn reached out and pulled the blanket from 
the Crow. As the blanket fell, Deerhorn 
reached for the small bag hanging at the 
Crow's hip. It jingled faintly, and Deerhorn 
laughed. 

"Since when does a Crow come stealing 
with a bag of coins at his side? You did not 
come to steal ! You were not entering Red 
Kettle's lodge when I saw you. You were 
leaving!" 

Dog Killer looked interested. He growled, 
"Speak the truth, Crow. If you do, morning 
may see you in the village of your own peo- 
ple." 

The Crow looked once at Red Kettle, and 
shrugged. "Your medicine-man wanted the 
medicine-bag of Deerhorn which I found on 
the battlefield at Pawnee Fork, where Deer- 
horn and two Cheyennes fought off twelve 
of Bny people." 

Red Kettle thrust himself forward. He 
shouted, "You lie in your teeth, doe of a 



Crow! I " 

But now Dog Killer stepped forward. His 
eyes — that had always looked upon the medi- 
cine-man with fear and awe — now blazed 
with anger. He said, "I asked for truth, Red 
Kettle!" 

The Crow grinned mirthlessly. "Red Ket- 
tle hates Deerhorn. Deerhorn is a brave 
warrior, but he is rich. Red Kettle would be 
rich, too. He was going to plant Deerhorn's 
medicine bag — under your dead body, chief 
of the Cheyenne!" 

There was a dull silence. Deerhorn laughed 
harshly. "Then I would be found guilty of 
the murder of my chief by Red Kettle. He 
would order me to die . . . and so make his 
own prophecy come true!" 

Red Kettle was livid with rage and fear. 
He shouted, "Lies! All lies! There is no 
truth " 

"There is a way to test the truth," said 
Deerhorn slowly. "If my lost medicine-bag 
is brought to me, I will show you what I 
keep within it. I keep fire — living fire! If 
the gods have not deserted me, the fire is 
still inside my medicine-bag!" 
• The chief cried out in amazement. The 
Crow opened his eyes wide, then smiled. 
"There is no fire, Deerhorn. I looked in 
your bag." 

"As I did, myself," volunteered Red Kettle, 
smugly. "I told you, I spoke truth, and the 
Crow dog lies!" 

"Bring the medicine bag," ordered Dog 
Killer softly. "Let Deerhorn open his own 
bag. None but he can work his own medi- 
cine !" 

A warrior brought the bag. Deerhorn 
caught the drawstrings in his fingers. Held 
them steadily a moment — then yanked them 
apart. The bag flew open. A column of living 
fire leaped upward more than a foot! 

Red Kettle gasped. The Crow cried out 
hoarsely and covered his face with a corner 
of his blanket. Dog Killer looked long and 
steadily at Red Kettle. He said, at last, "Make 
your prayers to your gods, medicine-man. 
At dawn a warrior with a club will visit you." 

And Deerhorn sighed in relief, and thought 
of the war party he would organize to ride 
after the Crow horse thieves, and was glad. 
He was grateful to the Nez Perce, who had 
shown him the trick of yellow sulphur that 
the white men used to coat their matches — 
which would leap into flame at the slightest 
spark. Attached to the drawstrings was a bit 
of steel and flint. When the drawstrings 
were opened in the right way', they struck 
a spark — and the yellow sulphur flamed! 

Deerhorn folded his medicine bag loving- 
ly. On his hunt after the Crows, he would 
have to mine for more yellow sulphur. It 
was a wonderful thing to have in one's medi- 
cine bag! 
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'BOW TIPS" FROM STRAIGHT ARROW, ISSUE NO. /.^ 

Foreorm 



ARROW IS 
HELD LIGHTLY^. 
BETWEEN FIRST J; 
■^2 P'NGERS^j^r 

ARROW 

RESTS ON 

"**<THe Bow i 

ARROW****,. 



FIRST 3 FINGERS 
HOLD STRING 




Feet well 

oport. 




TARGET DISTANCE: 

SKILL IS NOT GAINED 
BY STANDING TOO FAR 
FROM THE TARGET. 

STAND SO THAT 
EVEN A FAULTY 
SHOT WILL HIT 
THE OUTER 
EDGES OP 
THE TARGET. 

ALWAYS SHOOT FOR 
THE BULL'S-EYE... 
NOT FOR THE OUT- 
LINE OF THE TARGET. 




T ARROW "PUSH-SHOT" 
GREATER ACCURACY 
CAN BE OBTAINED BY 
"PUSHING"THE ARROW 

-3B » 

ASSUME A SPRINGING- 
STANCE, AS SHOWN. 
WITH LEFT ARM PUSH 
BOW TO EXTENDED 
POSITION AND, AT 
THE SAME TfME, 
THRUST BODY FOR- 
WARD. AIM DURING THE TWO 
SECONDS REQUIRED FOR 
THESE MOVEMENTS... AND 
RELEASE ARROW AT END OF 
THRUST. NOTE THAT THE 
STRING IS NOT PULLED BACK. 




%e COCKSD BOW 

PLACE ARROW IN 
BOW. PULL ARROW 
PART-WAY BACK. 
LOCK ARROW TO 
BOW, USING FORE- 
FINGER, LIKE THIS. 



A GOOD 

ARCHER 

NEEDS 

ONLY 2 

SECONDS 



WHILE HUNTING, AN 
ARCHER CARRIES A 
"COCKED BOW" THUS 

HE IS READY FOR ■ 

INSTANT ACTION IF 
GAME IS FLUSHED 
UNEXPECTEDLY. 

PRACTICE MAKES 



PERFECT. 




EXCITIH6 *jyfo$yjL GAMES 



mm$ 
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ILA&LE HOW 

OR THE 
FIRST TIME 



'feach 






Order from your favorite 
store — OR — send $ 1 for 
EACH CAME to 




NOVEL NOVELTIES, Inc. 

200 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 
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• I DON'T LIKE THIS. IF THOSE 
TRAPPERS GO THROUGH WITH 
THEIR CRAZY PLAN, THEY'RE LIKELY 
TO START AN INDIAN WAR.' IF 
THEY'D MAKE A COMPLAINT TO 
THE SHERIFF— HUHl HERE COMES 
PACKY RIDING HARD. 1 



THET CHEYENNE COME TO 
PER A SPELL, STEVE 1 LONG 
ENOUGH TO 
TELL HI5 J f GO ON, MAN" 

STORY/ 



£ 



AS THEY GALLOP STiRRUP TO 
STIRRUP, PACKY SAYS: "SMEWS 
PALOHAYO WAS ON THS TRAP 
LINES WHEN HE SAW A COUPLE 
OF WHITE MEN ROBBlN' IN TUN 
TRAPS. 
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A short distance from the 

BROKEN BOW RANCH LIES SUN- 
DOWN VALLEY'... ANO IN IT, A 
VAST SUBTERRANEAN CAVE, ITS 
WALLS GLITTER'NG WITH GOLDEN 
CRYSTALS.' LIGHT GLIMMERS 
EVERYWHERE... AND STANDING 
IN THE LIGHT— IS A GREAT 
GOLDEN PALOMINO...! 




BUT- AS STRAIGHT ARROW GALLOPS ON- THE 
TRAPPERS LAUGH TO THEMSELVES —AND KEEP 
MOVING! 



HE'S GONE TO WARN 
THE CHEYENNES! WE 
OUGHT TO HAVE 

SHOT HIM DOWN.' 




Meanwhile... trailing in the Indian fashion— by way of 
a crushed twig, a rubbed-against tree-trunk , a 
footprint in the snow— straight arrow finally 
comes upon a 

tiny clearing... /" those are iwp/an 
traps, white men! 
you rob them.' 
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RUN, FURS! RUN SWIFTLY, 
My HOOVED BROTHER/ 
. STRAIGHT ARROW COMES.' 



With the swiftness of a 
cougar, ano using a trap- 
per's shoulder, straight 
arrow vaults to fury's 

BACK! 



AND THEN, ONWARD AND UP- 
WARD INTO THE HIGH TIMBER 
AT A FURIOUS GALLOP, UNTIL — 





BOYS AND GIRLS! 



WOULD YOU LIKE TO 
SEE ME IN THE COMIC 
STRIPS OF YOUR LOCAL 
NEWSPAPER? WOULD 
YOU LIKE TO FOLLOW 
MY ADVENTURES 

FROM DAY TO DAY? 

IF YOU WOULD, PLEASE 
. FILL OUT AND MAIL 
.^THI5 COUPON... 



MAGAZINE ENTERPRISES, INC. 

11 PARK PL. NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 



MAGAZINE ENTERPRISES, 


Inc. 




11 PARK PLACE • 


NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 




Dear Straight Arrow: 








1 should like to follow your 


ad- 


ventures in comic strip 


form in my newspaper! 


NAME 








ADDRESS 


CITY 


STATE... 






MY NEWSPAPER 












Get qQV at your favorite newsstand now! 
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The breakfast full 
of POWER from 
Niagara Falls! 



LISTEN TO 

Straight Arrow's adven- 
ture! on hli thrilling radio 
•how. Look In your paper 
for tlmo and station. 



NATIONAL 
BISCUIT COMPANY 
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